THE REGENT AND HIS DAUGHTER
high and firm, and the Prince, at that time, with no power
and not much influence, had little to offer her that she did
not already possess.   The pageant of his youth was over; and
he was in every way less attractive than he had been. Certainly
he had still the good looks of middle age, a healthy if dissolute
face, and such an innate air of distinction that it was said no
one could equal it; for that showiness in his appearance which
now a trifle jars was in the tradition of his time.   His bulk,
however, was still on the increase; his great body strained
within its corsets, and this daily battle of girth and stays was
anxiously watched by his doctors, who feared such strenuous
pulling-in would injure his health.   But within that unwieldy
body there still lived the same ardent boy who had once
sung the cantata of youth with Perdita Robinson.    If only
Lady Hertford could be brought to realize it, could be per-
suaded to disregard the middle-aged exterior. . . . Consumed
with his thoughts on her obduracy, he, usually so loquacious,
would be silent for hours together, and at dinner his friends
would notice the tears rolling down his cheeks.   He showered
letters on her, he begged, he implored . . . Naturally all
this had been extremely lacerating to Maria Fitzherbert, and
put her, too, in a most awkward position, for she was expected
by the Prince to be as agreeable to Lady Hertford as he had
before demanded that Caroline should be to Lady Jersey.
When at Brighton he would go and see Maria in her own
house in the morning, and then entirely ignore her when
she came to the Pavilion the same evening, for fear any
attention on his part should reach the ears of Lady Hertford.
Also he insisted on her appearing at parties to which he and
Lady Hertford went, so that she should act as chaperon for
his new amorata.   There was no subtle humiliation he was
not ready to inflict on her if by so doing his and Lady
Hertford's path was made easier.    For two or three years
Mrs. Fitzherbert had led a life of misery, and ultimately had
withdrawn herself from the Prince almost entirely.    When
the Regency came in sight Lady Hertford's feelings for the
Prince underwent a change.    It is thought that she never
actually became his mistress, but, whether she did or not,
she risked the appearance of being so by taking the place
of honour at Carlton House and the Pavilion and by receiving
daily visits from the Prince at Manchester House.*
^An invitation for the Carlton House fSte was sent to Mrs.
Fitzherbert, but she was told by a fiiend that at the dinner
* Now Hertford House.